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To a Soul inthe Body. 


' Oor Soul, what mak'ſtthou here? is this the place, 
Thou wert deſign'd for ? fure the Noble Race 
Thou art deſcended from, may well require 
- Better accommodation; and aſpire, 
To greater matters, than immur'd to ſtay, 
Under a mouldy roof of dirt and clay : 
Where thy employment's like to be, 
To hear, to fmell, to tonch, to talt, to lee, 
Things wholly ſuccouring of fleſh and blood ; 
And are with Beaſts, and Birds, a common good. 
Mean while thine own good parts are down'd and loſt, 
To ſerve the Humours of a peeviſh Hoſt. 
* Nor ſhalt thou pleaſe him long with all thy care, 
And diligence. For e're thou art aware ; 
He'le change into a thouſand forms aud (ſhapes, 
And put as many humours on ; as Apes 
Make mouths and- mops : now he's for this, now that, 
Nor ſhalt thou-cas'ly knowv, what he'le be at 
Next moment, ornext hour. One day he's well, 
Another ſick to death ; fo herce,fo fell : 
That nothing can content him. Nothings right ; 
He quarrels with the day, rails at the Night. 
As if they wete the Authors of his ill, 
And boundtocome, and go at his fond will. 
There's nothing now to do, but weep and mourn, 
As if he were a creature quite forelorn ; 
Deſtin'd without Reprive for Grave or Urn : 
But poſlibly e're long the Tide may turn. 
And he fromdiſcontented, ſick, and ſad ; 
May pleaſant be, Joviall and half mad. 
"Tis as the humour flows, now cold, now hot, 
Now moiſt, now dry. But ſtill twill be thy lot 
To wait upon him, and in all his wild 
Exotick moods, to tend himas a child: 
Careſſing, ſoothing, uſing all the skill, 
A Nurſe employs to keep her Baby till. 
It moves my heart to pity, when 1 ſee 
Thy underſtanding, Will, and Memory, 
(Parts fit to place thee on a Regal Throne ) 
Thus undervalu'd ; and thou ſcarce toown 
Thy great misfortune: but feem'ſt to rejoyce 
As 1n a thing contriv'd by thy own choice. 
But look to't well, for truſt me time will come, 
When he for all thy kindneſs, and in room 
Of allthy ſervice, will ſerve thee a trick, 
Andleave thee nothing but his bones to pick, 
From whence thou ſcarce ſhal't gather, wherewithall 
Teſatisfy his debts; which then will fall 
To thy lot to diſcharge, as having bin 
His conſtant partner, and hisnext of kin. 
Nor ſhall he ſo eſcape. For he muſt know 
That though he ſculks in Grots, and Caves, as loivw 
As Earth's deep center, *cwill him not avail, 
He muſt appear without mainprize or ball. 
Arid anſwer to tl? Action, which will be 
xdeſp*rate bugneſs both for him and thee, 
or as y'are jointly bound Body and Soul ; 
You both are anſwereble for the whole. 


© KRovuzeup thy ſelf then, and without delay, 


 Shew him his danger, teach him to obcy 


4 Thy juſt Commands : Make uſe of ſpur and rain, 


And if thou doſt perceive, that he again 

Would break loole from thee, hold a ſtriter hand 
Rebuke, perſwade : But quit not thy Command. 
And above all remember thy deſcent, 

Make him too capable of' the intent, 

Of his, and thy great Maker, to beſtow 

Much nobler things, and greater, than this low 
And abject State of Life, you now do lead, 

Can promiſe. Tell him, he muſt learn to reade 

His better fortune in the Starry Globe 

Of Heaven, where he a rich and precious Robe, 
Of Glory ſhall receive ; if he prove true 

To God, and Conſcience, to himſelf and you. 

Deal with him ſo, that he oft caſts an eye 

Up to that ſeat of Bliſs, where he'ledeſcry, 

Things worthy of his hopes, and find defire 

And loveenflam'd witha celeſtial fire : 

So that when e're he will, or muſt return, 

To treat again with Earth, hele kick and ſpurn, 
And what he lately did ſo much admire, 

And dote upon, and ſoon again retire ( treat, 
Tothofſe great thoughts, wherewith Heaven did him 
And oft with tears and amorous ſighs repeat : 


Baſe World, vild Earth, how I thee do deſpiſe ! 
When up to Heavens bright Sphere, I caſt mine eyes, 


SOLITUDE. 


Dear Solitude, ?cis thou l ſee alone, 
Reſtor'it Men to their wits, to thee we own 
| Our ſelves deep debrers. We had half forgot, 
| Thar we were men, till 'twas or happy lot 

To light on thee. Now free from hole foud toys 
That everlalting bultle, endleſs noiſe, 
The bafy World engag'd us in we finde, 
W'bad ſomething elſe todo, ſomething to minde, 
Imports us more, than we as yet perchance, 
Had thought well on: Our Life was not a trance ? 
A waking dream, a ſpice of tire diſeaſe 
Oa Brain-fick Lunaticks is wont to ſeize : 
Fiattering their fancies, cauſing them to take 
Themſelves for Kings, Ouecens, Princes, and to make 
Their brags and boalts of [trange and mighty martters ; 
Swearing t1ey're richly clad, though all in tatters : 
But ragsare Robes with them, Joyn'dſtools a Throne ; 
Sticks Scepters are, and ſcarce half capsa Crown. 
Their wooden di.h pure Gold; their bed of ſtraw 
Enmibroider'd Velvet: All they fay's a Law. 

Ay ! this indeed is downright Bedlam mad, 

*Tis very trae, and i*perchance y*had had 
The time and leafure Solitude affords; 
Long ſince yhad found the deeds( if not the words ) 
Ot molt Mens Lives, to ſpeak them little leſs; 
Than thoſe now mention'd, and their Happineſs 
As little real, with this onely difference, 
That theſe in number thoſe exceed, and hence 

y vote *ris carry'd; theſe are wiſe and thoſe 
Fit gueſts for Bedlam : though ( under the Roſe ) 
Theſe quite as Mad are in another kind, 
As viewing but what paſles, you ſhall finde. 
Mark their defigns, pretentions, purſuits, Aims, 
At ſuch mean things, as only bear the Names 
Of reall goods ; bur are no more the things, 
Theygo for, than the Players Acting Kings, 
Are reall Soveraigns : ?Tis from facy that, 
Moſt things their value take. From whence or what, 
Is Gold, that it ſo great eſteem ſhuld have ? 
*Tis but a yellow Clay. Yet Lord and ſlave, 
To it mult homage give, and half 2dore : 
And he that has thereof the greatef: ſtore, 
Is held the greateſt, the beſt Man ;whereas 
He's ſtill but duſt, and Gold but dir: as 'twas. 


TFEWELLS. 


W hat Pibbles that ? Why don't you ſee or have, 
[ts Sun-bright beams dazel'd your ſight ? then fave 
Your pains and eyes, and look elſe where: But know 
To this a Prince his Liberty may owe. 

Sweet Sir, your pardon, but pray is it not 


—_ —— 


| A Pibble ſtill ? or has it Jately got 


: Some ſtrange Enchanting Virtue? to cut glaſs 
Is that alone for which it famous was, 

if that be ail, though it ſhine ne're ſo bright, 

| Yare rul'd by fancy, not by reaſons Light. 


BUILDINGS. 


See yonder Noble StruCture, which e're while 
A Chaos was, now *tis a ſtately pile ; 
Where Greece, where Rome, where England, all its Art 
Engag'd has, beſides kind Natures part 
Of choice materials; Marble, beſt Free-ſtone, 
And things great and rich, as you will own, 
But that's of all, the leaſt conſiderable : 
The Art, Contrivance, Symmetry is able, 
To raiſe wonder in the very ſtones. And 
Pray good Sir ſtop a little, hold your hand. 
After this fair recitall, after all 
You have or can ſay, touching this you call 
A ſtately Noble Structure is't not ſtill, 
A heap of Stones and Morter ? by the skl 
Of cunning Workman cimented together ; 
T'enhance the grand deſign, *gainſt Wird and Weather. 
For there are thoſe, who will not ſtick & ſay, 
A cloſe thatch'd Roof, and Wall well d:wb'd with clay, 
Your firſt deſign, and chiefend will fullill 
As well, and as compleatly, as all the $till, 
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| Upon my drooping Soul. 


ead's CONTEMPLATIONS 


During his Confinement in NEWGATE. 


; Which crafty Artiſt doth'employ intending, 
T'enrich himſelf by your vain nzedleſſe ſpending, 
Leaving't in doubt too, where the lralian curſe 
Shall fall upon your head, or empty purſe. 


To Death. * 


Eath,th'art welleome. For though thou art a Thief, 

[nitead of Robbing, I expe relief, 
From thy kind hand, 'tis long fiace I have found 
Thou ſteaPit upon me. and doſt [till get ground, 
So thar I ſce, there's little hop*s by flight, 
| T avoid thy purſuit. And although I might, 
There is fo little comfort in the way, 
| I ſtill mult keep, that I had rather ſtay 
Expecting thy lait ſtroke ; than thus remain 
In fuch a dying Life, where ſuch a train 
Of miſeries, ſuch cares, wants, griefs ſucceed, 
The one the other dayly ; that *twere need, 
To have a h:art of Braſs, and Breaſt of iteel, 
To bear the cruel brunt. And now the Wheel 
Is ſet a running, twill ſcarce ſtop irs courſe; 
Till it has hurci'd all from bad, to worſe. 

So *tis, and ſo*rwill be. But, -pray, good Death, 
Lets make a friendly truce, before my breath 
Has quite forſaken me. | 1 hind, I have 
A little work to do ; for which | crave 
Some ſhort forbearance. It cannot be long 
My cares, my years, now coming, in full throng, 
And hrit of all, 
Froviſion ſhould be made againſt the call 
Of the Almighty ; for a ſtrick account 
Of thoughts, words, aCtions, which muſt needs amount 
To avalt ſumme: O, what a fearfull charge 
Will then be brought againſt me ? not at large. 
But where each minute thing, each circumſtance 
Shall be produc'd, and what e're may enhance 
Sinns direfu'l malice, Mercy then no more 
Shall act her part : but juſtice on the ſcore 
Of things irrevocably done aud paſt ; 

Shall give the Sentence : and we then our laſt, 

Andendleſs doom receive. Now this is that, 

I crave ſome reſpit for. For though't be what 

I have long labour'd in, ſtriving to frame 

My Conſcience ſo, that it might without blame 

Appear before hiseyes, who ſearches all 

The cloſe Receſles of mans Heart : yet ſhall 

| gladly once more makea ſtriCt review 

| Of what is paſt; and in my Soul renew 

| That juſt Reſentment; which at other times 

[I ſeem Chaveentertain'd againſt my crimes ; 
Deteſting them, and willing that my blood, 
Joyn'd, and in union with that precious flood ; 
W hich from my Saviours ſacred wounds did flow, 
May waſh my finful Soul, and cleanſe it ſo; 

; That when before my great Judge I appear, 

; Well manag'd Confidence may vanquith fear. 

| Thisis whar | do project. But pray ſtay, 

| Take not my firlt word. For perchance I may 

| Repent me, andon ſecond better thought 

| Relolve, forbearance may be too dear bought. 

| For as there's nothing 1 ſo much deteſt, 

| As fin : a thouſand fears would me inveſt; 

; Leaſt ſo unhappy 1 again ſhould be, 

As to offend iny great good God. | ſee 

The dangers are 1numerable: The Nets 

Are ſpred on every fide : and he that gets 

Well off from ſome, or moſt, is not ſecure: 

Some crafty Syren him may yet allure, 

Andcaſt upon ſome deſp*rat Shelve orRock : 

Which to avoid, may ask a greater ſtock 

| Of ſtrength, and foreſight, than my weakneſs dares 

| Preſume upon. Hence day, and night, ſuch fears, 
Andfri ou my trembling Soul, muſt needs oppreſs : 

That lite cannot be held a Happinefs. 

Then wellcome Death, by thee I hope t'obtain 

A betterBeing, and ſecure remain 

From Sinn ; that greateſt, fouleſt, blackeſt Devil 

The ſubt'leſt Foe, the only dreadful evil : 

Which can a generous Soul befall. The caſe 

Thus then reſolved is : that though the face 

Of Death hath formething harſh in't, yet the harms - 

Life ſtill expos'd to, and the killing charmes 

Of Sinn ſo numerous are ; that to _ 

Such endleſs Hazards, *tis beſt torenew 

Our firſt Addreſs, and chnſe without Reply 


/ Rather to dye, to live ;than live todye. 
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